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Dear Readers, 


‘As Spring approaches, our thoughts turn 
torenewaland green shoots. In that spir- 
it, we are excited to have two fresh voices 
join ourwriting staff: Serene Bechir, who 
is a much-admired poet here in Second 
Life, and Harry Bailey, who brings his 
unique perspective on how a gentleman 
might confront the temptations of SL. 


First up, Belgian artist Dixmix Source 
dares to answer Cat Boccaccio’ 14 lead- 
ing questions. Jullianna Juliesse’s rant for 
the month, “You Better Work: My So- 
Called Supermodel Life’, offers musings 
on modeling in SL. Picking up where 
Julie left off last month, SL legend, “The 
Perfect Gentleman” Harry Bailey of- 
fers sage advice from the dating front. 
The final opinion piece, my own Plan B, 
was prompted by going out in a mesh 
dress and experiencing the resistance to 
change characteristic of SL, especially by 
those who have been around for a few 
years. 


by Deningun Parte 


April@rez 


In her first feature article, “Saving Circe’s 
Sanctuary” new contributor Serene 
Bechir tells the story of howa cherished 
poetry venue was saved from closing by 
the determined intervention ofa long- 
time performer and follower. Hard- 
working Traci Nubalo doubles up this 
month with two interviews of amazing 
SL musicians, Mulder Watts and Voo- 
doo Shilton. 


We round out this issue with a number 
of pieces of creative writing. “The Farm” 
is a bucolic barn-burner by our photog- 
rapher and storyteller Jami Mills. Read 
this short horror story with caution! Jul- 
lianna Juliesse contributed the thought- 
provoking poem “Hives” and Serene 
Bechir submitted the moving poem “Art 
of the Soul” Finally, and with great ex- 
citement, we offer more edgy microfic- 
tion by Crap Mariner. Enjoy! 


Deningun Parte 
Editor in Chief 


Dixmix Source 


Dixmix Source at one of his Second Life galleries. 


by Cat Boccaccio 


http://slurl.com/secondlife/Alope/199/104/629 


Belgian artist Dixmix Source dares to answer 
Cat's 14 leading questions. 


SL Age: 5 years. 


SL Activity: Art photographer / BOSL & 
ICON photographer; curator of Dixmix 
Gallerie; curator of the new Pixel Panic 
Gallerie. 


RL Location: Belgium. 
In-your-own-words bio: When I rezzed 
I thought SL was a chat forum and then 
I discovered this new media, with many 
creators, As I am a RL artist (director, 
photographer, musician), SL is an exten- 
sion of my artistic life. 


1. What in SL has brought you the most 
happiness? 
Having friends from all over the world. 


2. What has given you the most sad- 
ness? 

When one of my friends came back after 
a long silence just to tell us she was dy- 
ing and would not do it here... I still have 
her in my list... even though I know she 
will never return. 


3. How would you describe your home 
in SL? 

Black and red, with some art bought 
from other creators. 


4. Who in SL do you admire most? 
The people who did it first, the pioneers 
-- the first house, first sim, first outfit... I 
like to think about that... of those origi- 
nal things. 


5. What character trait do you have in 
SL that is furthest from your RL person- 
ality? 

Maybe I’m more patient in SL. 


6. Which character trait did you leave 
behind in RL? 
T'm flying very well in SL. 


7. What is your weakness when it comes 
to spending your Linden dollars? 
Drugs... I should say flight tickets too 
but drugs are better. 


8. What is your favorite place in Second 
Life, and why? 

I like many places -- sims, galleries, 
stores, areas. I really like to explore but 
I won't reveal my favorite secret place. 
I will keep it to myself because I really 
like that it’s not a well known place. 


9, What scares you the most in (or about) 


Second Life? 
Drama and having more than 10 IMs at 
the same time, then to crash and come 
back ruthed! 


10. What is your secret pleasure in SL? 
Yes -- her name is... “secret”. 


11. What would it take to drive you out 
of Second Life? 
A third life, maybe. 


12. What one word would you use to 
describe the art community in SL? 


Lag. 
13. What are you most proud of in SL? 
My next exhibition. 


14. If you built a sim from scratch with 
unlimited resources, what would it be 
called? 

Land of Jah. 
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The art of the feminine 
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lnttp://sLurL.com/seconadlife/Healy/120/86/103 


by Jami Mills 


“T sean the way they lookat you, battin’ 
thelr: eyelashes... ai if thats ever gonna 
Work” "Sallie gaickered as'shie sat-on top 
of the split-rail fence with her boot heels 
hooked on ‘the kbioity, weatheredi pine. 
"The: Carolinag are fainoua fir days like 
thig = Billowy Guinalus déhids against 
deep blue sky, the warmth of the sun tak- 
ing some of the chill off the autumn after- 
noon. “They wish!” she thought to herself 
as she tenderly stroked his head. “Beau- 
regard Thonias Janaison, Lknow the ladies 
drool over you pistendin’ you ain{ttaken: 
but you know] aint the jealous type” Sal- 
lig leaned down and placed a gentle kiss 
of hisforchead. “Tknow Pm the one you 
come-to, We got somethin’ special they 
can only dream aboirt. Somethin’ magi- 
cal? Besii looked up silently, ‘his large 
brown eves paring deeply tuto hers, 


“['m gonna be thirteen next month...a 
grown woman. You thought about how 
we gonna celebrate?” Skinny as the rail 
she was sitting on, her Stetson was pulled 
down over her short red hair, freckles 
sprinkled on her fair skin. A real cowgirl, 
she fancied herself, her red plaid shirt 
tucked into her freshly-washed blue jeans, 


a pair of leather gloves hanging from her 
back pocket. Sallie heard her name be- 
ing shouted from the farm house. “I gotta 
git...but I got somethin’ special for you” 
She pulled out the bunch of wildflowers 
she had been hiding behind her back. 
“Your favorites” Beau snatched them into 
his mouth and chewed on them happily, 
swatting a fly with his tail. “Anyone you 
know love you as much as I do?” 


Sallie washed up and raced her brother 
to the table. “Hey, watch it, Jimmy. No 
fair pushin” But Jimmy ignored her and 
grabbeda biscuit, lowering his lanky frame 
into the seat he knew his sister wanted. 
“Momma, he done it agin... was here 
first?” “You two can take turns. What's so 
special about that seat anyhow? They're 
all the same” Kate Jamison was a youth- 
ful looking forty year-old, attractive in a 
plain sort of way. Sallie screwed up her 
nose and made a face at Jimmy. “Some- 
day your face is gonna get stuck like that 
if you ain't careful. Then nobody's gonna 
want to go out with you,’ said Jimmy, pok- 
ing her in the ribs. “That’s alright by me. 
Talready got a boyfriend, anyway? 


“You done your chores, Sal?” Jack Jamison 
wasn't much for small talk and had a gruff 
way about him. Youd swear by looking 
at him that hed never smiled a day in his 
life, the deep creases in his brow creating 
a permanent scowl. “Yes, daddy... done 
‘em. Fed the chickens, cleaned the stalls, 
put fresh hay in the bin. We need more 
feed, y’know? “Why you tellin’ me? You 
go into town with Jimmy and get it. We 
need some more nails too...you know the 
kind I want. And sit up straight, dammit, 
or I'll take a switch to you” “Yes, daddy? 
sighed Sallie dutifully, but she couldn't 
bear to look at him. 


Jimmy drove the pickup into the ram- 
shackle town the next day with Sallie next 
to him, daydreaming. Waylon Jennings 
was crooning on the radio, Mommas don’t 
let your babies grow up to be cowboys... 
“Why is daddy so mean to me? I aint 
done nuthin’ to have him yellin’ at me all 
the time” “That's just his nature, I guess? 
said Jimmy, avoiding some roadkill. “You 
know people eat that stuff. Collect it up 
and clean it. Poor folk, mostly. Can you 
imagine? I mean, that’s gnarly? Listen, 
Sal. At least he don't take his belt to you 
like he used to with me. And I seen him 
give Momma a beatin’ too, just for not 
doin’ his shirts right. He ain't a happy 
man...spects he never will be.” 


After a brief but strong storm rolled 


through the county, it was sunny again 
by mid-week, but the field was still a lit- 
tle damp. “BEAU.......[ know you're out 
there.... BEAUUUUUU!” Beau sauntered 
out from behind the barn and in no par- 
ticular hurry, either. But he made his way 
directly to Sallie. “Took ‘ya long enough. 
Y'know it ain't polite to keep your girl- 
friend waitin? She stroked the white 
patch on his head and Beau snorted, low- 
ering his head. “How you been? You get- 
ting’ enough to eat? No? Well, that’s why 
I brought you this” Sallie split an apple 
with her pocket knife and fed him half. 
“Don't you be bitin’ me now. Be a gen- 
tleman? She pulled a burr out of his ear 
and bent down to say something. Careful 
to avoid his magnificent horns, she whis- 
pered, “You're my love....my special love” 


That Saturday, all the cousins came round, 
along with Aunt Penny and Jack’s brother, 
Pete. Aunt Penny brought two pies, one 
pecan and the other with fresh gooseber- 
ries she picked herself, made with a lat- 
tice crust. There was a flurry of activity. 
Jimmy was getting the grill ready, while 
his mother started laying out the table un- 
der the veranda. Pete was talking busi- 
ness with Jack, and Sallie was cleaning 
the squash shed picked from the garden. 
“Momma, you making your slaw again?” 
“Yes, child...I know it’s your favorite” In 
North Carolina, the slaw and the barbe- 
cue are both redolent of vinegar, not for 


everyone’ taste, but don’t tell that to any- 
one from these parts. “Everyone gettin’ 
hungry?” Sallie asked. The steaks were 
sizzling on the grill and the smell of the 
mashed potatoes and the squash were 
putting everyone in a festive mood. “Ain't 
it time to eat, yet? I’m starving,” said Jack. 
“Keep your britches on, it’s comin?” said 
Kate, finally able to take her apron off. 


“Okay, everyone please sit. Pete and Pen- 
ny; you two over here....Eddie and Missy, 
you sit over here with your cousins” Sal- 
lie set down the bowl of vegetables, and 
Jimmy placed the platter of meat in the 
middle of the table. “Shush now, every- 
one.’ Kate bowed her head, “Dear Lord, we 
thank thee for this meal. May it strength- 
en and refresh our bodies. And we pray 
‘Thee, nourish our souls with Thy heaven- 
ly grace. Amen? “Dig in, everyone” said 
Jack as he helped himself to the mashed 
potatoes and grabbed a thick steak with a 
nice char on it. “This is as good as it gets, 
folks” 


“Jack, I swear this is about the best damn 
steak I’ve ever eaten. What's your secret? 
I can never get ‘em this tender” said his 
brother, savoring a mouthful. “Butchered 
this one this morning. Saved this steer for 
a special occasion. This one here was the 
prize of the herd. You shoulda seen his 
horns.” “Momma, what’s daddy talkin’ 
about?” said Sallie, looking up from her 


plate. “Nothing....you nevermind, y hear? 
said Kate, squirming in her seat and send- 
ing a stern, sideways glance over at Jack. 
Raising her voice, trembling, Sallie said 
“Daddy? What are you talkin’ bout? Tell 
me what you mean?” 


“We eatin’ what we raise. Simple as that. 
If they ain't no good for stud anymore, 
then they sure do make for a tasty meal.” 
“MOMMA??” Sallie shrieked as she 
jumped up from the table. “MOMMA??? 
He’ lyin, ain’t he?” Her faced had lost 
its color and tears were streaming down 
her cheeks as she bolted from the room. 
“FOLKS GOTTA EAT!” her father yelled 
after her, but she didn't hear him as she 
bolted out of the house and into the field. 
“Don’t you look at me like that. She’s got- 
ta learn sometime.” 


“BEAU. EAUUUUU? she 
screamed hysterically, her voice breaking. 
She was sobbing as she reached the fence. 
But there was no Beau, only the sounds 
of the breeze rustling through the nearby 
elms. “Beau......” she whimpered, as she 
collapsed to the ground. 


The afternoons were getting shorter and 
the leaves were pretty much gone. Win- 
ter was definitely coming. The ominous 
sky foretold that. Sallie was in the barn, 
cleaning the stalls. A couple of horses 
had been sold, but there was an Appaloo- 
sa that was her favorite and he was still 


there. Sallie’s face held a blank, emotion- 
less expression...a resignation. Perhaps a 
grudging acceptance of things she knew 
she couldn't change. She wasn't the same 
perky, frolicking Sallie of just a few weeks 
ago, but she wasn’t defeated, either. She 
had a bearing of strength and purpose 
that hadn't been there before. A stoic 
confidence. She had, in so many words, 
grown up. 


Sallie was singing softly to herself, Mom- 
mas, don’t let your babies grow up to be 
cowboys... when Kate burst in. “You seen 
your daddy? He ain’t in the house, but his 
truck is still here. This ain’t like ‘im. He’ 
always here at suppertime. I looked ev- 


erywhere. I'm worried to death. Let me 
know if you see him, sweetheart? Kate 
hurried out of the barn and back to the 
house. Sallie continued singing, ‘Cuz 
they'll never stay home and they're always 
alone. Even with someone they love. She 
took the hose off the wall and turned the 
spigot on full, hosing off the fresh-caked 
dirt on the shovel that was leaning against 
the barn wall. 


“Worms gotta eat too, daddy” 


ALANIS GALLERY 
SENSUAL IMAGES 
XAARA as, 206, 24)-anuir 


EROTIC PHOTOGRAPHY, PAINTINGS 
AND DRAWINGS BY LEADING RL 
ARTISTS 


Aa 
Alanis is the only place in SL where you will find 
provocative and challenging images from world 
renowned exponents of erotic art such as Morey, 
Tisbury,Chappuis, Weltman and Wack. 
So 


Located at the heart of beautiful Xaara, Alanis 
comprises a superbly designed series of linked 
exhibition spaces and a garden running down to 
the sea, where you <an socialise and meet with the 
famous Living Statues, the Alanis Angels. 

.4 


Nearby in the Xaara Arts and Shopping District 
are several other high class art galleries affilligted 
to Alanis. 
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By Traci Nubalo 
Photos by Jami Mills 


Chemistry 


Wikipedia: “Chemistry is concerned with atoms 
and their interactions with other atoms”. But the 
science of chemistry also tells us that when certain 
substances come together under certain circum- 
stances the result can be explosive - literally. It’s a 
fitting description for the fireworks that take place 
in the Second Life live music laboratory when 
Mulder Watts and Voodoo Shilton take the stage 
together. 


Each isa definitive solo artist in his own right. See- 
ing either name in Search sends me to the Teleport 
button post-haste. And on the rare occasion when 
they are going to dual-stream onstage - fugged- 
daboudit - 'm there! When Watts and Shilton are 
playing together, the musical chemistry can be 
both volatile and magical. The packed houses in 
music venues everywhere across the grid will at- 
test to that. 


My friend GarGraVarr Rau, owner of The Source 
(one of SL’s premiere music venues), approached 
me with a suggestion that I consider doing a story 
on Mulder and Shilton. Gar (as his many, many 
friends call him) has been presenting both per- 
formers in his club regularly since late 2011. He 
helped put these guys on the map and continues 
to help them as they move up the ladder of success 
in the SL music scene. Thanks, Gar! 


Hetells me that he’s 38 years oldand makes 
his home in the Twin Cities area of Min- 
neapolis. I’m thinking that maybe he just 
stops there to pay the rent once a month 
- it looks to me like he might actually live 
on YouTube. Mulder Watts has one of the 
best collections of performance videos 


that I have encountered among in-world 
performers, if one factors in both quali 

and quantity. There are a bunch of them - 
some with Mulder playing live on-camera 


or static visuals. And there are several with 
Voodoo Shilton, who himself has a major 
collection of videos online. This treasure 
trove of visuals was my starting point. 


In some ways, Mulder is the quintessen- 
tial singer/songwriter if you're interested 
in straight-ahead excellence in craft. The 
songwriting and performance quality is 
first-rate, with a growing catalog of su- 
perb videos being viewed and listened to 
globally. 


On “Fool's Gold” we are treated to that 
powerful Mulder voice in a closely-miced 


recording situation. He sings each line 
with emotion and clarity, the voice laid on 
top of a chugging tremolo guitar. Anoth- 
er great exposition of Watts’ singing acu- 
men is displayed on “Just Get By” which 
features a great raw-and-nasty guitar part 
behind those powerful pipes. 


After watching videos until my eyes 
looked like a chihuahua’, I decided to in- 
terview both Mulder and Shilton. I found 
each to be fascinating and very interest- 
ing to talk to. For this reason I have de- 
cided to let them do most of the talking 
in this piece. Mulder and I sat down to- 


In some ways, 
Mulder is the 
quintessential 
singer/songwriter 


if you're interested 
in straight-ahead 
excellence in craft. 


gether and I asked him about his musical 
background. 


Mulder Watts: I started out as a drum- 
mer and then took up piano. Eventually, 
friends would leave guitars at my place 
and I picked that up. I started writing at 
an early age, but most of my RL live play- 
ing has been as a sideman playing key- 
boards. But I’ve always done a lot of dem- 
os at home and eventually started putting 
more of my own stuff out there. SL has 
been good for stepping out and doing 
more of that. 


Traci Nubalo: Was your guitar welcome 
at home growing up? 


MW: Oh yeah, my folks were, and still are, 
as supportive as one can ask. They put up 
with loud drums at any given point in the 
day, The guitar was probably a nice relief 
to that thunder. 


TN: *smile* What kinds of bands were 
you in? 


MW: My first band was in high school, 
mainly a good friend and I. We wrote 
a lot and had a few gigs and I learned a 
lot from that. In my early 20s I played 
keyboards in a very theatrical band, kind 
of a Peter Gabriel meets Nine Inch Nails 
meets Pink Floyd thing. It was an inter- 
esting time and I learned the importance 
of atmosphere from that group. As an 
adult, I've done stuff for more the singer/ 
songwriter types. 


TN: Awesome. When and how did you 
find SL? 


MW: Around 2006, Duran Duran were 
talking in interviews about how they were 
going to do shows in this virtual world 
called Second Life. So I checked it out. 
T always liked video games so it sounded 
like a fun thing. I don't think they ever 
did a show in SL but I believe they have 
a sim in-world here. It took me a bit to 
decide to do shows myself in here but 'm 
glad that it got rolling. 


TN: What kind of act did you bring to SL 
back then? 


MW: 1 think I started to play here in about 
2008. I played at Voodoo Shilton’s “Catch- 
er In The Pie” which wasa fun place and in 
looking back, the timeline leads to meet- 
ing Lingual Markus and Gar and some 
others I'm still in touch with. The show 
was kind of the same format as now: sing- 
ing, and playing guitar or piano. I keep 
trying out new songs but there are still a 
few pieces from back then I'll bring out. 


TN: Excellent. You seem to have led us 
right into Voodoo Shilton. It must be fun to 
jam with him. He’s a guitarist just as good 
‘as you, but in a totally different style. 


MW: He was a big part of getting me go- 
ing on SL musically and still is. He's a true 
guitar player; I couldn't imagine playing 
as well as he does. When we do the dual 
shows, he brings a higher level of cred- 
ibility to the musicianship for the tunes. 
T grow a lot musically by listening to him 


and it pushes me to learn more chords. 


TN: Mulder, I've been on your YouTube 
channel recently. There’s one I really likes 
it has a superb guitar solo - “Dime A Doz- 
en”. What's behind that song? 


MW: Thanks! It took a few takes to get 
that solo going. I finally turned the wah- 
wah pedal on and it seemed to do some- 
thing. As far as the song, I was thinking 
of images I'd been seeing at that time in 
the news. The tsunami had just happened 
in Japan, which lead to the line about an 
“old man holding his head at the flood- 
line’. I started thinking of other events 
like that that can change a person’s life 
instantly, during the life of a soldier, etc. 
So in looking at images, I wondered what 
their stories would be. I saw a common 
thread among all these folks: I imagined 
they would all be wanting to get home. 
Or to find a home. 


TN: Wow. Great imagery in that one. You 
also have several excellent YouTube clips 
with Voo. “Calamanda’s Broken Watch” is 
one of my faves. 


MW: Thanks. It’s one of my oldest songs 
and it keeps hanging around the song- 
book. That one fits Voos style so well. 


TN: By the way, I love how Voo begins 
“Calamanda” in an interesting related 
mode with an F# note on the guitar. Iplan 
to ask him about that. 


MW: Totally. That’s what Voo does; he 
finds interesting scales and theories be- 


hind the song. He'll explain what key and 
scale type the songs are in and I'll have 
had no idea. 


TN: So what's 
play the be 


next for you? You already 
rooms in SL; you're taping 


I do feel pretty lucky knowing Gar at 
The Source, Gmetal and Thea at Ground 
Zero and of course Lingual at The Roof. 


They give a great home for folks who wan- 
na play a few tunes to whoever wants to 
listen. I think that’s what is next for me, 
the next song, or the next recording. Try- 
ing to bring something new to the writing 
process. Trying to get better at playing 
and singing and hoping those who lend 
an ear go away feeling entertained. It’s a 
simple approach but one that keeps get- 
ting me up in the morning. 


That Voodoo That You Do 


Its the laugh that really tickles me. Well, 


that and the fact that I’m talking to one of 
those rare musicians who seems to under- 
stand, and can intelligently discuss, the ar- 

ne wheels-within-wheels machinations 


of musical theory. Voodoo Shilton is also 
one of those extraordinary modern play- 
ers who prefers to exclusively play nylon 
strings. This gives his sound a significant 
first layer of authenticity. Thi 
portant thing for Voo because his solo set 
focu hat represent a num- 
ber of authentic genres: gypsy jazz; fi 


is an im- 


s on pieces 


style; flamenco; and several others. And 
he approaches each of them with an im- 
peccable loyalty to the original forms and 
with maximum charm and flair. 


An example of this authentic styling: at 
one of Voo' live sets, he announced a Paco 
De Lucia number called “Between Two 
Waters”, He proceeded to tear the house 
up with a massively passionate and com- 
plex solo in which his plucked attack was 
so fierce that I was forced to turn down 
the volume on my Bose noise-reduction 
headphones. He chuckled again in a voice 
both soft and expressive; a friendly, wel- 
coming sound. And then proceeded to 
tear the room up musically. 


One of his stronger suits is his ability to 
play gypsy jazz. On this night, he was so 
spot on that it dawned on me that if Djan- 
go Reinhardt had possessed all ten fin- 
gers, he might have sounded something 
like Voodoo Shilton at his peak. 


Seeing Voodoo live and on the solo stage 
is like taking a tour through a historical 
exhibition of jazz/swing acoustic guitar 
styles. That same evening, he graced his 
audience with an original flamenco com- 
position called “Stately Dance” which 
could easily pass for the backing tracks 
on one of Springsteen’s southwest USA 
yarns. 


One endearing thing about Shilton’s live 
persona is that he truly has a good time 
doing his job. In the middle of a solo, hes 
known to shout “Here we go” and kick 


the action up another few notches. And 
his version of “Voodoo Child” would be 
something to write home about - if any- 
body wrote to anybody anymore. 


Shilton then devoted the final minutes of 
his set to an inventive and accurate read- 
ing of Chick Cores’s syncopation-dust- 
ed composition “Spain”. The piece was 
packed with gorgeous fast-yet-precise 
solo moves and brought the house down. 
After his set, I was able to ask Voodoo a 
few questions similar to those Td asked 
Mulder a night earlier. 


cere’ 


Traci Nubalo: May I ask your age? 
Voodoo Shilton: I'm 36. 
TN: Where do you stream from? 


VS: I'm from New Jersey, not far from 
NYC. Well, I haven't lived in Jersey that 
long. [’ve lived all over. My mother is 
from Chile in South America (my name 
is Juan in RL). That's where the Latin in- 
fluence comes from. 


TN: How was it for you growing up? Was 
your music accepted by the family at 
home? 


VS: Oh sure. Before I discovered gui- 
tar, my instruments consisted of a Casio 
keyboard. It was my mother’s idea that I 
take a guitar class though. And my father 
was always a classical guitar aficionado as 


well. I think he was less supportive when 
I grew my hair long and started playing 
electric guitar. But he came around. 


TN: Your Latin heritage, is this where you 
got the nylon stringed guitar influence? 


VS: Right, my first guitar was nylon. But 
then I did a full spectrum of instruments 
and styles: electric; acoustic; and others, 
and then came home to nylon. Even on 
nylon strings I can't seem to stick to one 
style. 


TN: I really enjoy your work on YouTube. 
“Calamander’s Broken Watch” - quite an 
impressive performance on that one. 


VS: Thanks. That's a great tune of Mul- 
der’s, We've really found an intuitive mesh 
on that tune. And also on “Broken Carou- 
sel”; we usually play them back to back. 


TN: Ahhhh. 


VS: P'm such a big fan of his songwriting. 
That's part of why we work so well. I know 
his songs well; not just as a performer but 
as a fan too. 


TN: I think that the tightness between you 
guys shows very well in your performanc- 
es together. 


VS: He is really the best songwriter in SL, 
in my opinion, and he’s very much out of 
the public’s view. Has been for a while. 
He’ not a big self promoter. He wins you 
over by just doing his thing. I'm constant- 


ly getting the word out about Mulder be- 
cause I think his shows should be packed 
wall to wall. 


TIN: Were you raised on the radio as many 
were? 


VS: You know, oddly I discovered mu- 
sic a little later. I just had ambient Latin 


music around. My mother listened to a 
lot of South American folk music when I 
was young. She plays guitar herself and 
can still do some fancy strumming things 
that I don't quite know how to duplicate. 
My father admired and studied classical 
guitar as well. It was sort of just magic 
that I ended up with similar tastes since 
we didn’t talk about it much when I was 
young. But yes, I inherited the old clas- 


sical guitar that was under the bed as my 
first guitar. 


TN: Lucky you. Nylon strings. I had to 
shred my hands on metal strings to get my 
calluses. 


VS: I did awful things to my hands, too. 
At one point, I restrung my guitar with 
steel strings and even an electric bass 
string. Then that guitar was lost when I 
was robbed. I was sixteen and my stuff 
was robbed from the minivan. 


TN: Oh no. 


VS: It was an educational experience in 
not being attached to material things. 
Music is very meditative for me, too. Ab- 
solutely 


TN: How zen of you, Voo. So - musically 
- how did you get started with bands, per- 
forming, etc? 


VS: Well, of course I did the obligato- 
ry high school rock jam thing. Then in 
college I really discovered the styles that 
would make the foundation of what I do 
today. And that is jazz, bossa nova, and 
interestingly, Indian music. I played in a 
few different groups in college, but always 
some kind of jazz or world music. 


TN: Interesting. 
VS: Yes. I was also in a duo for years with 


my best friend on tabla - north Indian 
drums. We performed a great deal of 


original Indian fusion music. 


TN: So at last night’s solo gig I caught 
something... 


VS: Oh yeah? What's that? 


TN: I noticed that you not only played a 
lot of different styles (as you had told me 
that you would). But each approach was 
precise and true to that form; accurate 
and authentic, in other words. wtf? LOL 


VS: Hahahha! There are definitely differ- 
ent tones of voice to each style, but also 
some commonalities too. Take for exam- 
ple two things that seem different on the 
surface, like funk and gypsy jazz. Both 
styles employ “off” notes to grab the ear; 
they both use syncopation and chro- 
maticism to play. Both are really playful 
styles. 


TN: Excellent observation. I also noticed 
something on YouTube, on “Calamanda’s 
Broken Watch”. 

VS: Yes, with Mulder. 


TN: Right. The song seems to be in B mi- 
nor. 


VS: Correct. 
TN: Your guitar enters on an F# note, 
through the back door, as it were. Iloved 
that. 


VS: Hehe. Well, the song has an overtone 


of F# phrygian dominant which comes in 
all the way in the second part, “Broken 
Carousel”, That’s where it has an almost 
“flamenco” feel. 


TN: Yes, it seems to cross over some musi- 
cal turf. 


VS: Yes. That sound is fun to work with. I 
think in “Calamanda’ I go between blue- 
sy; jazzy melodies to that sort of phrygian 
dominant Spanish feel. 


TN: Jerry Garcia was very adept at slip- 
ping in and out of the various modalities. 
But it’ a technique that many players only 
find accidentally while soloing. I love that 
‘you have such a grasp of the mechanics of 
the chordings and the related modalities. 


VS: Oh, I totally geek out on music theo- 
ry. 


TN: Yes, Mulder told me that about you. 


VS: If Het myself, I could ramble about all 
the modes and things. 


TN: Let’s go in this direction: how did you 
find SL, YouTube and Mulder? 


VS: Well, I started SL ages ago, six years 
now. Originally, my main motivation in 
SL was as a builder. I've been a builder 
and designer in SL for years. Mulder and 
I met before he was even a performer. I 
hate to take credit for it, but I actually 
persuaded him to start performing in SL. 
Thad heard his music on recordings and 
was really impressed. A few years ago, I 
had a small cafe venue in SL, an arts café 
“Catcher in the Pie” and I invited Mulder 
to play there several times. Another big 
breakthrough for me was when I discov- 
ered websites where you can perform via 
webcam, particularly TheStage.tv, I end- 
ed up playing there for months and really 
increasing my exposure dramatically, be- 
cause many SL artists play there. 


TN: What’ it like to play with Mulder? I 
see you each as profoundly talented, only 
in different modes. 


VS: Mulder is a very intuitive musician. 
He understands song creation and struc- 
ture in a fundamental way that few do. 
His songs have a huge spectrum of styles 


too. What he does as a bandmate is he in- 


tuitively knows how to share the musical 
space. It’s hard to overestimate the chal- 
lenge of playing a duet with someone you 
can't hear. I’ve only just started to learn 
this as a result of a new collaboration I'm 
working on where I am the first member 
of a duo, so I can't hear the other person. 


TN: Can we go there a minute? Could 
you explain the dual stream predicament 
to the readers please? Many do not know 
how this works. 


VS: Sure. There is a fundamental limita- 
tion to how quickly information can be 
transmitted across a distance. The higher 
the quality of sound, the harder it is to 
transmit it accurately and quickly. ‘The 
way streaming works in general is with 
a “buffer”; you're always behind time- 
wise, which allows the computer to “save 
up” “packets” of sound to dispense to the 
listener. Imagine a stream of little pack- 
ets. Now in real life when you jam with a 
friend, you hear each other instantly, but 
online, if you want sound with any degree 
of quality, you gotta wait for it. But this 
creates a fundamental problem; the way 
you get around it is you declare one per- 
son to be “primary” and one to be “sec- 
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You Can't Tune A 1 Bish 


ondary”. The primary person starts the 
stream and sends their packets to the sec- 
ond person. The second person listens to 
the primary and adds his music into the 
mix. The mix is then streamed to the au- 
dience. 


TN: So, the “primary” cannot hear his 
musical partner? 


VS: Not until after the concert. The pain- 
ful irony is that the primary is the last 
person to know how the show sounded. 
The entire audience is saying, “Wow what 
a great show!” 


og 


They were stacked up inside The Source, 
and I could feel the expectant buzz as we 
waited for show time. Gar and his team at 
the venue (including his ever-present and 
always-friendly partner Dark Rau and 
his SL bro and host Grunt Popstar) know 
how to take care of both their performers 
and the audiences who follow them. Asa 
result, The Source has become a room of 
choice for discerning music lovers across 
the grid. This success has led to the recent 
opening of a gorgeous adjoining perfor- 
mance space. It called The Source Dam- 
ari, a sort of cream-of-the-crop venue fea- 


turing the very best in SL artists, including 
classical piano or guitar performances. 


Mulder and Voodoo appear onstage and 
within minutes prove that they are, in- 
deed, explosive and capable of knocking 
listeners on their dancing asses. At The 
Source, they feel at home and it shows on 
this particular night. 


They simply tear up on one of Mulder’s 
songs called “Cracks”, He introduces 
it as a song which he wrote in his 20s 
about his childhood. Its a John Mayer- 
ish free-wheeling romp with an ecstatic 
Latin guitar-tinged opening. He’s such a 
clear-voiced singer (especially live), that 


each vocal melody line can be heard - in 
key and lovingly placed precisely where it 
should for maximum effect. 


T fall down every day as I walk out the 
door 

T bang my head on the wall every night 

I wonder when I'll remember to miss 
those cracks in the ground. 


After a wide-open hellacious Spanish solo 
(in which Shilton uses every linear inch 
of his fretboard, including the harmonics 
that float lightly and mysteriously along 
the tops of the strings), Mulder sings the 
kicker line “Me and Chewbacca were 
howling at the wind’, Chewbacca being a 
boyhood dog. 


As “Cracks” closed down, it dawned on 
me that this was not ONLY an explosion. 
That might imply simple random destruc- 
tion. This is much, much more. Watts 
and Shilton together are musically akin to 
a detonation in which a pair of extremely 
strong talents smash into one another in a 
way that sees everything thrown together 
in exactly the right way. 


Toward the close, they killed the house 
again with yet another crowd pleaser, 
“Higher Ground? Their amazing vocals 
power this tour de force composition 
through several adroit musical changes, a 
journey in rhythm and song. 


One thing I love about this duo is their 
extreme commitment to excellence. They 
don’t step on one another musically de- 


spite working with the technical limita- 
tions of the streaming process that Voo 
described. They listen to one another. 


And I love it when one or both guitars 
goes out of tune. They look at one another 
and one will say, “Tuning is respect”. The 
other might answer “Tuning is love” 


Then Voodoo laughs and warms my old 
school musical heart. 


Tuning is respect. 


yright 2012 Traci Nubalo. All 
rights reserved. 
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Sovits Circe’s fanctuary 


By Serene Bechir 


Sanctuary 


ou hear about it every day: another venue closing, another sim owner calling it quits. 

It's sad but part of the Second Life experience. Even when it’s an old familiar haunt. 
you shake your head and say it’s a shame and go on. This, however, was different -- very 
different. This was not just some venue I had gotten used to hanging out at: this was an 


This is the story of a dream that grew too big 
to be contained and touched lives with 
encouragement and hope, with persistence 
and creativity 


entire island — and not just any 
This was Cire Broom's Laurel Arts 


Winner of the LEMA Lifetime 
Achievement Award, Circe has 
dedicated herself to the live music scene 
in SL, to the extent that many musicians 
have come to Second Life because they 
had heard of her, Staging every kind of 
music imaginable, Circe aly 
willing to give a new act a chance 
provided they were good at what they 
did, When other people said something 
would not work, Cir id. “Yes, it 
will!” The list of musicians who owe 
their start to this remarkable woman is 
too long to list. but look at some of the 
top names in SL music. and you will see 
a reflection of her hard work. 


Not only was Circe an institution in the 
SL music scene long before my arrival. 
she was also an ardent supporter of 
spoken word poets, In 2007_ Circe staged 
a single poet at the Sunset Jazz Club to 
read poetry for an hour. broadcast on 
stream, just as music is done. (This was 
the only option for a spoken-word event 
at the time. because voice chat was not 
yet available.) However. this was not an 
isolated event, but the start of a weekly 
happening. After a couple of weeks of 
hosting the event in a garden location 


that shared a landing point with another 
venue. Circe decided to build a special 
place just for the poetry readings. She 
chose a location beside another of her 
famed music venues, Memphis 
Pavillion, and started to build. The new 
venue boasted a waterfall, mushroom 
seats, as well a 

breathtaking oct 


fe. so it was aptly 
nctuary 


After a good deal of jostling time slots 
and days, what started out as a one hour 
read grew over time to an. all-day 
Saturday event, starting at 11 am and 
ending at 7 pm. witha break for the 3 pm 
and 4 pm hours established to avoid 
conflicts with an event at Inksters that 
Was attended by many of the regular 
poets. I was one of the occasional 
readers there. and the lineup at various 
times included such notable Second Life 
poets as phone Phoenix, Corwyn 
Allen. Sartor Indigo, Sabreman Carter. 
Eponym. Donjuan Writer, 
Sangreal Amica, Leslye Writer, Klannex 
Northmead, Crap Mariner, Bonchance 
Longfall. and consistently for the past 
Stosh Quartz and RoseDrop 


When I heard the island would close. I 
didn't want to believe it. This wasn't just a 
series of music venues - this was home: 
this was our Sanctuary. This was not the 
first time the fate of the island had been in 
doubt. Ever since Linden Labs changed the 
tier structure and removed all price breaks 
for charities or the arts, paying the tier for 
a whole island has become increasingly 
difficult for many, (Remember, Laurel did 
not rely on retail stores or rented sky boxes. 
for income, only donations.) In the past. 
special fundraising events were held to 
raise the needed funds. but Cu id she 
would not ask again. There was also her 
declining health to be considered. Not only 
is having to struggle with raising mon 
stressful. but many of the problems that 
make running shows difficult, such as kc 

and teleporting is 
much str This time. 
fundraiser would not be a 


option 


Still, after all of Circe's years of service and 
even being recognized and awarded for that 
work, surely somebody would come to the 
rescue. Some benefactor, some corporate 
sponsor. some concession by the holy 
Lindens or leveraged buyout with ongoing 
creative control or... something. I just flat 
did not want to believe the island I had first 
called home would cease to be. 


Well. the last week did come. The notices 
read. “COME JOIN US FOR OUR LAST 
WEEKS OF SHOWS -- WE WILL BE 
CLOSING” and then ST WEE] ind 
finally. Saturday February 18. the “LAST 
DAY™ for Circe’ 


T arrived with a full supply of hankies and 
was ready for what was bound to be a 
tearful goodbye but instead was greeted 
with the wonderful news that someone had 
indeed come to the rescue. This was not an 
elaborate plan to save Laurel Arts Isle itself, 
but to save Circe’s Sanctuary— by moving 
it! Stosh Quartz would be taking the venue 
toa new location and seamlessly continuing 
the events there starting the very next week! 
There was excitement: there was relief, 
there were a lot of questions to be answered. 


Some discreet inquiries needed to be made 
I shouted, “What happened?” 


hat had happened was Leslye Writer 

This brilliant poet who is always 
more comfortable in the background 
providing support than she is in front of the 
crowd. had been asking the question. “What 
can we do to save Circe's Sanctuary?” She 
had found her answer in Stosh Quartz 
Stosh had been reading at the event and 
helping wherever she was needed -- 
promoting. hosting and filling the schedule 
of poets since September 2009. Unwilling 
to let this hallmark of spoken word poetry 
in SL die, these two Women came up with 
a plan to continue the event using the same 
name but in a different location, Circe's 
poetry event was simply moving to a new 
opportunity -- again. The dream had grown 
too large to be contained in a single 
location. It would live in the lives of the 
poets who had read at Circe's Sanctuary at 
Laurel Arts Isle. and in those who would 
read at Circe's New Sanctuary at New 
Brighton. Both the closing and reopening 
events Were great successes, but | wanted 


to know more about the woman who would 
be taking the helm and steering the future 
course of this cherished event, so I too 
turned to Stosh Quartz for answers. 


I met Stosh on New Brighton, the new 
home for Circe's Sanctuary, and we sat on 
the mushroom seats and enjoyed the 
atmosphere as we chatted. I am always 
inated by how people first find out 
about SL and how they eventually find their 
niche, so We started at the second beginning 


Serene Bechir: How did you find out 
about Second Life? 


Stosh Quartz: A friend named Bootsy told 
me about it and suggested I give it a try 
When I first came to SL, I couldn't figure 
it out, and so T left. When my friend asked 
me how I liked it, I had to admit that I had 
tried it and hated it. He said, try it again. So 
I did, but this time he was there to help me. 
He took me to a very helpful biker sim 
Despite the image some people might have, 
they were all very patient and helpful. They 


even gave me a free trailer to live in while 
I figured everything out 


SB: How did you find music and poetry in 
SL? 


SQ: Bootsy took me around to art galleries. 
some of which had interactive art, and I 
really enjoyed that. Then he showed me 
how to use search, and I just started putting 
in things | found interesting in real life. 
poetry being one. I don't remember the first 
poetry event I attended, but it was either 
Persepone’s Blue Angel or Sabreman’s read 
at AVGI 


SB: And the music? 


SQ: I found DVI through search, and I liked 
the music their DJ played there in the 
morning and just started hanging out there 
I met Phil and Karli, and they asked me to 
help out, showed me how to host. and pretty 
soon I was helping hire musicians for the 
live music shows, even though poetry was 
my number one inte! 


SB: So how did you find Circe and Laurel 
Arts Isle? Was that through live music or 
poetry? 


SQ: Actually. I found Circe's through a 
benefit that was held at Memphis Pavilion 
in 2009, T joined the group and started 
getting notices. I went to some music events 
and then found there were several poets 
reading at Circe's Sanctuary. I was asked to 
read for the first time on September 5, 2009. 
and have been reading there ever since. The 
first time slot I had was at 3 pm. but that 
conflicted with an event at Inksters and I 
was asked if I would change my time so 
there wouldn't be a conflict. Of course I was 
glad to do so, and Circe was more than glad 
to make the accommodation. 


SB: So how did you find out Laurel Arts 
Isle was closing? 


SQ: I guess we all knew it was coming. It 
had been obvious that Circe couldn't keep 
going. and even though we all kept asking 
for tips for the venue. they just weren't 


coming in. At some point Leslye Writer 
came to me and asked what could be done 
to keep the event running. I first thought of 
having it at an existing venue, but when I 
spoke to Circe. she said I could take the 
whole thing and was so excited about it that 
I just had to find a place for it. I asked 
Bernard Herzog, my landlord. if he would 
be interested in having Circe's Sanctuary. 
and not only was he willing, he was 
instrumental in the actual build. He took 
photos of the grotto on Laurel and put the 
texture on a prim so we could have the same 
look and feel and not use too many prims. 


B: How will you keep the venue running 
now that it’s move 


SQ: I pay for the extra prim usage out of 
my pocket, but people have been very 
generous With tips, and a couple of people 
have made gifts. I really appreciate every 
Linden people are able to donate. 


SB: Thanks so much for your time Stosh, 
and for coming to the rescue. 


emnard has provided the perfect new 

home for Circe's Sanctuary, and with 
tosh at the helm. as well as continuing her 
own regular spot, Circe's Sanctuary not 
only continues its long tradition but will 
continue to grow and evolve 


Thanks to Leslye. Stosh, Bernard, all the 
poets who read at Sanctuary. all those who 
come to enjoy the event and contribute to 
defray its operating expenses, and to the 
creative force behind it all, Circe Broom. 
this is a story of triumph. And remember, 


the next time someone asks for a Linden 
donation to keep a venue running. please 
realize they only ask because it takes real 
money to run a venue and without our 
support they do often close. Sometimes the 
story does not have as happy an ending a 

this one does. This is the story of a dream 
that grew too big to be contained and 
touched lives with encouragement and 
hope. with persistence and creativity. Most 
of all, this is a story of how people can 


come together in a spirit of cooperation, 
each contributing their own unique talent, 
and succeeded at keeping a dream alive 


Circe's New Sanctuary is located at New 
Brighton (62, 149, 62). Come check out 
the poetry! 


SONATTA 
N MORALES 
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| by Jullianna Juliesse 


You Better Work: 
My So-Called Supermodel Life 


« 
Be a model, or just look like 


one!” 


Gosh, as a fourteen year old, I can still 
see those brilliant words, their silken, 
manicured fingers beckoning from the 
back pages of the cheesy classified ads in 
Seventeen Magazine. In my frail awk- 
wardness, this enticement from the Bar- 
bizon School of Modeling seemed to be 
the answer to all of my pubescent mal- 
adies, For $1.25 - and a self-addressed 
stamped envelope - all of my pain, angst, 
and inadequacies would just simply van- 
ish. . . much like the blemishes on my 
face once I slathered on the obligatory 
coating of Clearasil. 


Ok, I confess. 


Treally sent away for that Barbizon book- 
let. (So did my best friend, Sandy. We 
loved to play with blue eyeshadow and 
hair products when we were supposed 
tobe doing homework after school. And 
yes, we listened to Kiss records too.) By 
enrolling in the Barbizon course, Sandy 
and I were assured that we could wipe 
away our gangly, unformed selves and 
replace them with gorgeous, coveted, 
confident versions of who we knew we 


really were inside, the women waiting 
to emerge. 


So, I suppose it was inevitable that I 
eventually tuned into ads screaming at 
me here in Second Life. Its hard not to 
notice them; just pull up the event list- 
ings on a given day: The promises are 
there, a whispering Siren’ call. Fame! 
Fortune! Glamour! 


It made me wonder. Could I fulfill an- 
other yet another unfulfilled fantasy 
here? 


Humming RuPaul’s song “Supermod- 
el?’ I got busy and hit the event listings. 
“HUGE Model Hiring Event! Make 
300 Lindens an hour!” Well, that one 
looked promising. I saw it posted sev- 
eral times over the course of a day and 
thought, “This place wants models; this 
place wants ME!” 


So, I click and am teleported to a store 
- a shop filled with dresses, really ugly 
dresses. There is a notecard vendor 
right up front: “Click here for model- 
ing application” And so I do. Iam in- 
structed to submit photos of myself, the 
condition being that I must be wearing 
clothing from this store or my applica- 


tion will not be considered. No excep- 
tions. 


Huh? 


“If you don’t like my clothing enough 
to buy it? stated the store owner in her 
note, “Why should you model for me?” 


Well, first of all, this stuff is ugly - butt 
nasty. Does Kate Moss wear, or buy; ev- 
erything she is paid to prance about in? 
Cansomeone passmesome pixel cocaine 
to make it all seem more 


couraged. Id like to think I have poten- 
tial, and perhaps I can do this without 
sacrificing my artistic integrity! 


The trusty Linden Search Gods directed 
me to several modeling schools, the tu- 
ition prices of which ranged from 3,000 
all the way up to 16,000 Lindens. One 
so-called “university” of modeling even 
awards a diploma, suitable for fram- 
ing, upon graduation! I was so looking 
forward to adding it to my office wall, 
alongside my Master’s degree creden- 

tials, but alas could not af- 


palatable while they're at None of the schools she ford the tuition. I asked if 


it? Moreover, what ifI re- attended assisted her 


ally was broke and neede: 
a job, and not just writing 
this undercover expose? 
Heck, it’s enough to make 
a girl want to become an 


with job placement; she 
finds her jobs through the 
designers she patronizes 


they offered student loans 
or financial aid and was 
summarily ignored. 


Another school assured 
me I would receive all the 


escort or something. 


Anyway. 


I send a message to the owner/hiring 
manager explaining my supposed di- 
lemma. I need a job to buy clothing, 
nota job that makes me buy clothing. I 
never heard back. 


OK, moving on to the next classified. 


Tlearned that there are modeling schools 
here too, and that they even guarantee 
employment upon graduation! Woot! 
Maybe I can find a job that helps me 
pay the rent on my poetry café and pick 
up some free clothing to boot. Iam en- 


training I needed to land a 
well-paying job as a fashion model and 
find me a position when my pixels were 
all groomed and properly animated - 
and after I purchased their modeling 
Hud. Yee-hah! (Did I mention this was 
a storefront agency? The back room 
was far more interesting. They sold ba- 
bies and nursery accessories. I suppose 
when the girls retire and get the baby 
bug, they can always come back to equip 
the next phase of their Second Lives.) 


“Is modeling difficult?” I asked the pro- 
prietress of this particular school. “It 
must be, if one has to go through such 
an elaborate training program? 


“No, not really. Anyone who can 
push buttons on her computer can be 
a model,” she explained, peering over 
the counter at my too-short, unglam- 


orous self. 


Cool! Can it really be that easy 
“So, where will Ibe able to work? How 
much will I make?” I asked excitedly. 
“Can you give me references before I 
sign on?” 


Apparently not. “Oh, I can't give you 
that information? she replied. “It is a 


matter of client confidentiality 
Sigh. 


And so it went. After pounding the 
prim pavement and visiting another 
three agencies, my rump grew a bit 
sore, and not in a good way - it being 
hit repeatedly by the door slamming it 
on my way out. 


0, what gives? In all fairness to the 
econd Life modeling industry, I con- 
sulted several designer friends as well 
as a successful working model to get 
their view on things. One designer I 


know does not use models at all: She 
simply created an army of alts that she 
photographs for the display vendors in 
her many shops. Another uses models 
for her stores and runway shows and 
pays them well—in Lindens and free 
clothing—but they are hand-picked 
friends. No agencies, or schools, are 
ever involved. A third works with an 
agency on occasion; however, it was 
not one of the places I had visited. 


I had an interesting conversation 
with my model friend, a lady who is 
I learned among the top 10% of girls, 


“Most of it is really a scam,’ she 
told me. “One university refused 
to graduate a girl, even after she 
paid the 16,000 Lindensin tuition. 
They claimed they had mixed her 


up with another girl who never 
attended classes, but agreed to 
reinstate her for a L$5,000 fee. 


earning anywhere between 5,000 and 
15,000 Lindens per fashion show and 
1,000-5,000 per photograph. She is 
among the minority, however, and con- 
firmed many of my suspicions. None 
of the schools she attended assisted her 
with job placement; she finds her jobs 
through the designers she patronizes. 
They know she already has the cloth- 
ing to promote their wares. 


“Most of it is really a scam; she told 
me. “One university refused to gradu- 
ate a girl, even after she paid the 16,000 
Lindens in tuition. They claimed they 
had mixed her up with another girl 
who never attended classes, but agreed 
to reinstate her for a 5,000 fee. It’s re- 
ally a pay-for-degree money-making 
thing” 


What did I learn? Once again, yet an- 
other cottage industry has sprung up 
in Second Life, one that preys upon 
the newbies, and upon the insecurities 
and wishes of the unknowing. So, I 
say, caveat emptor. Like anything else, 
ifit sounds too good to be true, it most 
likely is. 


And so, dear reader, this too-short, 
too-poor lady turns off RuPaul, reach- 
es for her blue eyeshadow, and cranks 
up her Kiss records - loud. 


See you on the unemployment line! 


Sie by Deningun Parte 


Luddites in the Virtual World 


‘There is no political solution 


I suppose I’m a bit older now. But I re- 
member seeing Sting on his first solo 
tour. And like any aging lady I will tell 
you that my memory is clear as day. The 
heat, sweat, smell of beer, and the ut- 
ter magic are still present. I remember 
the time of profound disappointment, 
the peace marches, the feeling the world 
was at stake if western leaders were left 
to their own devices. I honestly believed 
that then, I do not question it much to- 
day. I remember feeling redundant, in- 
consequential in a huge game of power. 
And the world I lived in seemed on the 
verge of disaster. I had no faith in the 
constitution, or whatever. 


Twas not old enough to understand that 
life goes on, the world changes, problems 
may not be solved but seem to disappear, 
transform, take a new shape, and we live 
another day, another year, another few 
decades. The world is no better, but it 
has not ended either. 


So, all these years later I write an opin- 
ion column in SL, a thing that was bare- 
ly imaginable when I stood in the back 
of the auditorium, squeezed in a smelly 
crowd and touched by magic. How does 


the sentiment of the impending end ap- 
ply? You would think we were a tech- 
nological avant garde, creating a literal 
global village where space ceases to mat- 
ter, where whole new social interactions 
are possible and we would go boldly 
marching into a bright virtual future. I 
honestly thought that too, when Ijoined 
SL. Am that naive? 


Almost instantly I was bombarded with 
messages of impending doom. SL is dif 
ficult to master, even getting dressed 
for the first time is an achievement. So 
is walking along a beach without find- 
ing yourself underwater when you don't 
want to or ejected from someone’ parcel 
where you did not mean to trespass. As 
bright as our virtual future may be, we 
cling desperately to the familiar. Getting 
deeply involved into the political aspects 
of SL means seeing a collective process 
at work, that is creative on one hand and 
messy and disorganized, and downright 
frightening on the other. This constant 
process of creation depends on the in- 
terplay of Linden Labs, the developers 
of third party viewers, content creators 
and the habits of the virtual public. Most 
of the time all of these elements seem 
desperately out of sync. I remember the 
introduction of viewer 2. My early men- 


tors in SL were all deeply concerned, 
and others screamed bloody murder on 
their blogs. Among older SL residents it 
almost went without saying that view- 
er 2 was despised. As for me, I tried it, 
and after I had convinced myself that 
wearable media would not broadcast 
my innermost secret across the internet 
as soon as I logged on, I used it a lot. 
But fully a year later I remember sitting 
in a garden when someone had a most 
inappropriate outburst about viewer 2, 
laced with profanity and calling the de- 
velopers idiots that failed 


was new, I was excited. But it turned out 
that no mesh capable viewer was capable 
of handling my preferred graphics set- 
tings. Try as I might, my avatar would 
turn transparent. I admit being peeved. 
I could either see mesh and my world 
would slow down to a crawl. Or I could 
return to older viewers, not see mesh 
and see the world as it used to be. At the 
time it was an easy choice, because mesh 
was rare. I waited. And then, Phoenix 
1600 was released. It ran smoothly for 
me, looked and performed just like old- 

er versions of Phoenix, ex- 


the user interface design Did | wear a tire? HOW cept now I could see mesh. 
class. I scratched myhead.I come my middle was ANd my latest computer 


‘was a new gallery owner at 


had no issues with mesh ca- 


the time and hosted a good Missing? Oh that dress pable Birestorm or Viewer 3. 
number of functions using js so cool, what does it Fromthistime forwardl saw 
: 


Viewer 2, simply because 


the interface made it easier 40 when you dance? 


to monitor several streams 

of chat at once. And almost predictably 
I became the target of the gentleman's 
scorn when I pointed out the advan- 
tages of the viewer 2 interface. I left the 
garden and found something else to do. 
And if that had been the only such con- 
versation, I might have simply forgotten 
about it. 


Our so- called leaders speak 
With words they try to jail you 


But far from being the only such con- 
versation, almost every technological 
or administrative change in SL triggers 
this reaction, the sense of impending 
doom. I remember last Fall when mesh 


mesh, liked it and bought a 
few mesh dresses for my- 
self, Guess what? I walked 
into my very favorite dance venue and 
a heated discussion started. Did I wear 
a tire? How come my middle was miss- 
ing? Oh that dress is so cool, what does 
it do when you dance? Do you know 
how rude this is, wearing mesh clothes 
ina public place? Literally everyone had 
an opinion. One lady who could not see 
me right, asked for a snapshot, looked at 
it, logged off to download a mesh viewer 
and came back fascinated. 


Days later I went in search of classical 
music, and landed in a ballroom that 
clearly showed its age, populated by av- 
atars over 2000 days old. At the time I 
wore conventional clothes. My luck, it 


turns out, because that venue actually 
bans mesh clothes. Maybe the discussion 
has moved on since then to the new reg- 
ulations for third party viewers. And the 
pattern repeats. In SL the discussions of 
the end of the virtual world as we know 
it are as certain as death, taxes and loss 
of data. Maybe these discussions are the 
rhetoric of failure and maybe not. But.... 


‘There are Luddities in the virtual world 


(And for those who do not remember, 
Luddites were a a movement of people 
who destroyed machines at the dawn 
of the industrial revolution. The quotes 
above form “Spirits in the Material 
World” by the Police, slightly adapted for 
this article. Go find a DJ, request it, give 
them good tip and dance your head off. 
Whatever your position on all of this, it 
is an awesome song.) 


JULIE’s CAFE DER LITERATEN 


BE A POET, OR JUST LOOK LIKE ONE! 


LIVE MUSIC ¢ SPOKEN WORD READINGS 


The Celtic Cruix—Forest of Samhain (32,233,1001) 


As read Julianna Juliesse’s article in the 
December rez, “It’s a Wonderful Life” it 
struck a chord and sent me back in time 
five years to my first encounter with Sec- 
ond Life. Ah, those wonderful first days, 
choosing an avatar, figuring out how to 
walk (much less fly), “interesting” en- 
counters with humans/nekos/vampires, 
and even talking inanimate objects. Dur- 
ing my first week a talking satellite asked 
if I needed his services to communicate! 


Nothing, in my opinion, is more signifi- 
cant about our second lives, though, than 


our chosen name. Back five years ago, you 


y Harry Bailey 


only got one and were stuck with it unless 
you returned with a new “alt”. (Don’t even 
get me started on non-transfer invento- 
ries and alts!) That chosen new name be- 
came the basis for a second, all new 
Exactly who did I want to be and 
image did I hope my name would con- 
vey? 


I entered SL on a project for my RL 
work, so my choices were somewhat con- 
strained. My clients might not see the 
humor of consultants named “Icould 
Careless” or “MS Take”. Besides, neither 
of those names conveyed my persona. I 


care about issues and people, but I also do 
my best to avoid Mistakes. This, by the 
way, includes appearing without pants or 
as “Ruth’, as well as the Drama inherent 
in teleporting on top of someone’s head. 


I selected my name to reflect an image I 
have always admired from one of my fa- 
vorite holiday movies, “Its a Wonderful 
Life?” Harry Bailey, the brother who has a 
small but key role in helping George Bai- 
ley appreciate his life and stay true to his 
character and values. What better im- 
age for someone with a successful virtual 
training sim could there be? 


Now, five years later, the training sim is 
long gone, the victim of too many com- 
plexities of technology and scripting con- 
straints. What has amazingly remained 
is Harry Bailey and his Second most won- 
derful Life. Who knew he could dance so 
well - love all those animation scripts - 
or that he would become so popular with 
friends around the globe? 


The key to Harry became that image born 
within that movie . I don't even know 
what to call it exactly, but many of my 
friends and dance partners over the years 
eventually became referring to me as the 
“perfect gentleman’. They even formed a 
group of friends, naming it “Harry's Ha- 
rem” and giving me that title. With the 
honor came the responsibility of living 
up to the image. 


Now, I mention all of this as preamble to 
the main body of my story. I believe that 


to enjoy and succeed in Second Life one 
must first align some of your real persona 
with yournewly created SL personality. “If 
you don't like cats, don’t become a neko” 
is how one of my friends expressed this 
thought to me. How many avatars come 
into SL focused on experiencing wall-to- 
wall 24/7 no-limits sexual encounters? 
Too many, it would seem, from what I 
am told by my dance partners, based on 
their first encounter experiences across 
the grid! How many of those have the RL 
experience to even begin to understand 
that lifestyle, and the emotional strength, 
mental commitment and effective com- 
munication skills required? Not many! 


Yet, is that not who we all really hope we 
run into as we teleport across the grid? I 
believe what most of us are looking for 
is much more complex and much clos- 
er to that other life that exists outside of 
SL. Someone we can trust. Someone 
we can feel safe in the arms of? Some- 
one we can bitch to about our problems 
in our lives, first, second, or even third 
perhaps? Friends who listen and don't 
judge? Someone who is positive and op- 
timistic about life and wants to explore 
all the possibilities in SL unavailable in 
RL? I believe we want all of these and of 
course much, much more. 


Deningun Parte touched on this com- 
plexity in her February article when she 
posed the question “Finding out if a lim- 
ited life is more pleasant than a diverse 
one?” [advance the response that if most 
of us really wanted a limited experience, 


why come into SL in the first place? The 
real and amazing point of SL is the com- 
plexity to be found. The global reach of 
the people. The freedom from the laws of 
physics as we know them today. The free- 
dom to dance dozens of dances for hours 
and not wear out our feet! If you don't 
believe we want complexity, choice, and 
brilliant attention to detail then explain 
to me how almost every time I dance 
with someone, they are wearing a new 
pair of Moody’s, Bax, or other wonderful 


designer footwear! 


In my five years I have discovered some 
amazing groups of wonderful people. I 
was an early member of the Funky Feats 
dance group. This group is now over 500 
members and is almost always dancing 
somewhere across SL in friendly, safe, 
fun camaraderie. I have danced with 
this group while we all wore top hats and 
tails, or were on a beach in swim attire 
and always felt I was in the presence of 


REAL people behind those avatars. Nice 
friendly people, gentlemen and ladies in 
fact. 


T have danced with dozens of DJs spin- 
ning tunes across SL. From these experi- 
ences] have learned the very best of them 
know how to keep the house lively, fun, 
safe, sane, and inviting to all who deserve 
their respect. I have made friends with 
most of the hostesses in the clubs I dance 
at often and have seen the same respect 
from them and also how the crowds re- 
turn to them the respect they deserve. 
Now, I certainly don’t mean this to sound 
puritanical. There is plenty of banter in 
those local chats, and plenty of fun. 


Have you danced with Graylon Ash 
dressed as a banana, and if so you can 
understand just how many bad puns and 
sexual innuendos one can make? But 
then isn’t that some of the fun of SL? I 
mean, whomever thought they and their 
dance partner would dance as bananas? 
Yet somehow Gray maintains the deco- 
rum of the room, and the ladies and gen- 
tlemen on the dance floor appreciate the 
respect, whether it is at Frank’ Elite, or 
Riverside Blues. 


When I first entered SL, the old original 
Phat Cat’s club was THE place to dance. 
So popular in fact that many nights you 
could take a hour just trying to teleport 
into the sim! Formal attire required, 
proper behavior expected, safe, and en- 
joyable. I never had an issue inviting 
someone to dance there. Each and ev- 
ery avatar felt safe asking for a dance and 


partners felt safe accepting. Ladies and 
Gentlemen interacting. 


Fortunately forall ofustherearestill many 
groups, many sims, and many avatars out 
there across the grid who still want and 
appreciate those same things, I believe. 
So I challenge all of you, especially the 
males across SL, to think like gentlemen 
and act accordingly! Treat those interac- 
tions with avatars as optimistic encoun- 
ters where civility, respect and friendship 
come first. Then we can all be amazed 
at how much fun our Second lives will re- 
main for long into the future! 


Mme.Z 


Jami Mills 
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About 100 Word Stories 
Long ago, on May 31, 2005, Crap Mariner 


swore an oath to write a 100 word story 
every day until the day he dies. 


= 


“lm not dead yet," explains Crap. 

Since then, Crap has been hosting weekly 
100-Word story challenges and live voice 
readings in Second Life (Wednesdays, 5 
pm SLI). For more info, visit Crap’s blog: 
http://firstlife.istullofcrap.com/100- 
word-stories/ 
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Lemons and 
Tomatoes 


‘The optimist takes the lemons that 
life hands him to make lemonade. 


But when the artist has tomatoes 
thrown at him for his art, there are 
so many more options. 


‘There’ a rich tomato bisque on the 
back burner there... smell that... it’s 
good, yes? 

Imadea bottle of ketchup the other 
day that’s thicker and richer than 
any store-brand ketchup you can 


buy. 


Whatelse is there on my stove? Oh, 
that’s a spaghetti sauce. 


Here. Taste it. Try it. 
A little more salt? 


Let me take some out of this wound 
they tried to rub it in. 


Ring 
Packed crowd at Madison Square 
Garden. 


A boxer climbs through the ropes 
and steps into the ring. 


The crowd roars. 
Another boxer climbs in. 
More cheering. 

The boxers wait. 


“Where's the ref?” asks the first box- 
er. 


“I dunno,’ says the other. 


They turn to their corners, but their 
managers and crews don’t have a 
clue, either. 


A microphone is lowered on a cord, 
but there’s nobody to take it. 


So, one of the boxers grabs it and be- 
gins to sing. 


The other joins in as harmony. 
‘The crowd loves it. 

Beats getting the shit beaten out of 
you, I suppose. 


Hives 


By Jullianna Juliesse 


Today, | awoke covered in hives. 
It’s just all these words, 
Hollowing out, to the surface. 


Building from a trickle, 
slowly gaining momentum, 
A clogged drain, suddenly cleared— 


And Ihave a theory. 


The words are swelling up, 
Quite literally from my pores— 


Tender red welts, 
Sensitive to touch, 
Leaking the passion, as if 
My body is rebelling, 
from feeling, 

by feeling too much— 


The shroud armor no longer suffices, 
And now— 

Now that you have stripped it, 
Skinned clean from my bones 

The hives are all that remain, 
Bloated and vulnerable. 


In my bath, | watch the tepid water 
Spin down the drain, running— 
Swirling clockwise, 

A tiny tornado. 


Ae alee OOUL 


A poem by Serene Bechir 


| don't see visions or hear voices 
and | cannot read your mind 

I'm not a saint or clairvoyant 

| am just a whisper and a sigh 


| am the tear upon your cheek 
and the gleam in your eye 
lam the voice that speaks 
what the heart cannot confide 


lam a poem upon the wind 
a song flowing in the stream 
paints mingled on a canvas 
and the sculpture of a dream 


| have the vision of the blind 
and see only with my mind 
1am the art of the soul 

for the ones with no control 


© serene bechir (Juliana Marie) 
from the book Virtual Places / Real Emotions 


Brendan Shoreland made a song of this poem. 
Check it out at http://www. brendan-shoreland.co.uk 


CAT'S BEACH GALLERY 


https://marketplace.secondlife.com/stores/57091 
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Post Script - Bryn Oh 


We reported in the January issue of rez that Bryn Oh had lost 

her wondrous sim, Immersiva, but was hoping to find a new home 

for her fanciful and enchanting work. The Fates have smiled upon 
her and Immersiva is back (Immersiva 152, 200, 25). Please visit 
her wonderful installation of the third part of her trilogy, Standby. 


